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FROM THE TRENTON EMPORIIt 
THE SHIPWRECK 
And oft she w 
At what a sail ff 
* Do vou see that tall and sickly looki: rl * sare 
Allan to me, when, on a visit tot ore, We Wel 
walk ng arm inarm along the bea » *dook how she 








! } 
i Delund its id portals, 
had a full view of | A 
11 le wl y r | } ral 
tty smile played upon her lips as she graccfull 
returned our oeaee lit i aie 
! morning saluta tha Tea | 
vlan vealed a face the most « ] t wti 
ulf t svr etry of its proportic h xpres 
; ae ae a j . of ht that 
i ry i + 4 i ‘ iu ' if Ww 
n t bv Dri t and ( itch ves, 
ul Kn S it 
by ingled wit 
4 , } ] 
i ! 1e pas 
on, al i mo 
th | nt ‘ 








she was an invalid under the care 


5 a ’ 
who was there, and she constantly kept he: 
) I 


in the usual round of 


room 


} 
*i away 





if pass 





ge hunting party was made \ 
which the 





rnoon, of brother of the fair in- 


valid was 


one. Ife wore, however, a forbidding 


| his manners were so far from be- 





countenance, 


ng agreeable, that his presence threw a dampness 


over social intercourse ; the pleasures of the sport 
were marred, and meeting with but poor success 
we all returned to the boarding-house two hours be- 
fore sun down, 
The day } 


evening drew towards a close, the 


1 been calin and tranquil, and as the 
i 


antic i] ation of a 





jovely night softened the weariness of a sultry day. 





To increase the beauty of the splendid prospect be- 
fore us, made up of an endless expanse of waveless 
waters, covered with small craft, and single-masted 
coasters, the shadow of a noble ship was discovered 


on the utmost v« 





ge of the horizon, rapidly growing 









larger, as if brought on by winds which had 
not as yet driven one breaker to the shore ; and as 
it grew larger and still larger, a streak of cloud 
1 to rise out of the bosom of the ocean and 
spread round the horizon tow th 
Phat little cloud b pra to gather i blackness as 
it spre id abroad; the s i-fowl flew scre ming from 
the wat the | sht shalloy s that glided peacefully 


es, and spread 


harbors to the 


rht,”’ remarked 























in old ather-beaten Captain, who sat lolling 
iwainst a pillar of t tico ‘and y hip has 
not sufficient off » weather it, if it e is 
ty? s ~ 
i slip was n i full s to s if its « \ 
l caught the pre t 4 lL been 
l ill sail to mak the nat s before { 
i steady > now ) it alor at a rapid ra 
but t! louds gat! ven mo up pe t 
Stull littl Vv Wast twas a t ma 
restically grand i nearness of dange 
u su nitv to tl ul As if the « i 
| tf being’ a le to re i pla 1 tcty, t 
i st Lin tov Ne York, and though th 
t lisappeare 1 its set nong the clouds, 
tt nd whistled yun 1 
) th yreakers into fu nor, t ut 
seemed yet within rea 
Sudd th SCE ‘ A hu mass 
blackness that hung over t 4 t uh 
up; a violent gale set in, and too late, t 
indefatigable mariners attempt ke off. I 
the moment the ship cha | urse t\ 
ind fear s ned writ V wlan 
in used each mir But head 
iT tly work id at it last t 
sieht of her, in the thick gloom of I rc] 
and the darkness of the apy ic} night 
A hu anc ume I : 
liak th the very thunder of t $ rv s 
bu could see no lght o dl t 
( ) We tire N f Inigit 
the crv of ‘*a vessel is comi! mts rm 
ed us from our slumbers, and as f t 
spread all came rushing to the s Che light 
ning played in awful vividness among the uls, 
in the light of its blinding flashes w uw the 
very vessel which had sailed so gracefully « t 
bosom of the sea a few hours before, not indeed 


wreck, but just on the borders of the mountain 





breakers ; a moment and one white st 





ge of foa 
seemed to envelope it—she was struck ! 
Crowds succeeded in getting over to th u 
and just as I was prey g to embark, the be 
ful stranger, whom! mentioned as having seen in 


the morning, came rushing down, crying and 





ing her hands in an agony. Her brother 





mained with 
folloy 
Her 


steppe lout of the boat, and he Iped to car 


> indifference behind, n« 

d her, and asked assistance to take her bac 

life seemed to depend upon it, and I reluctant! 
i 

most senseless to the m 


La 


ansion, while she still f 


storm, the ship, and Henry W 


»out the 





conducted her to her room, and | ng given her 
charge to the domestics, we both deter lL to 
over to the beach. 

Ihe scene was of so novel and my 1 na 


ture to a stranger like myself, that the hithert 


biddin r yisiter broke the mysterious 





before observed, by the single observation, “ Poo 
Henrietta, she once loved a foolish sailor boy, at 
since, she never sees a ship without believing hi 
on board, and will not allow herself to dream ofa 
tl but the dangers of the sea, : ms, al 
t pests, and shipwrecks, always associating lh 
lol with them all.”’—** And where is he now’” I 
ked *Oh,” said he, “*he went to India thre 
\ vwwo, and I belie lied th —for nothin 
has b heard as poor and unwot 
t th | poor ab, thor gh 





1, Any lea brok 
i \ feel } her could thus turnt 
n, | confess operated differently on 1 1 now 
ehel ie effects of crossed and disappointed lov 
i uns of sickness La broken heart. The 
1 ) rent fancy that fi ‘ nm the 
east of tha victim of pride, bore te 
t! power of h ‘ t andl I ved f 








" and. th tranger to the beach 
I hip lay within 40 rods of the bea 
t making a tremendous breach rh 
‘ t fury of W rendered appre 
! \ tw 1 had i drag lL « 
Sa | vy three fish ! » V 4 
1 t chh i \} ted, 
put off before sh is t 
s ith ‘ nture sf iil 
ed ! ‘ I ral f of lel 
mop, ie Vill upon « hother, 1 
| | muund the wreek, and v su me plu 
nto the waves, others clinging to the remain 
i r for life, 1 others again in despair, 
n t I ! s to their fate All w once 
mm dark Six hours passed in fruitless attempts 
tor assistance to th ifferers At last the 
Lia) k the winds d l, the waves were 
| » comparative stilla La full view 
{ i ited! itself to the « She waa 
i 1 ite » boar her she was 
1 In 1 of her crew and pass s 
i 1 litcless « | . uttered alot g t! 
Plirteen only remaines f all that had 
‘ ym Lh company 
As lav grew bright along the easter 
| s n issuing from a neighboru 
ish it € pwards New York, v 
two solitary i viduals in it. I traced it fin 
( vuled ach, el ge sw ftly over th ‘ 
na ‘ ter } . 1¢ 
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shores of Staten Island. As it fled thus away, ap- 
parently heedless of the ruins the storm had strew- 
ed along the coast, it seemed a phantom boat con- 
veying the spirits of the departed mariners from the 
scene of their gloomy exit. 

But the beauty of the rising sun, the majestic roll 
of the lately storm-tost billows, the scenes of devas- 
tation which the coast presented, and the silent de- 
parture of the little unknown skiff, though collect- 
ively presenting that morning a picture full of rich 
and touching interest, attracted but a secondary de- 
gree of notice. No one left the wreck until the 
surviving sufferers had been conveyed on shore, 
and the property was safe in the charge of the wreck 
master. We then returned to the boarding house, 
fatigued and exhausted : and sat down to an excel- 
tent and acceptable meal 

Jut breakfast was not over before an alarm was 


wiven. The pretty invalid girl, whom her brother 





had given as a prisoner into the hands of the domes- 
tics in the night, was no where to be found. She 
had escaped from her window. Search far and near 
was made, and at last she was given up for lost.— 
Pie general supposition was irresistible that she 
was drowned. That in the despair of her excited 


rs she had thrown herself into the sea 








The brother was inconsolable for her loss. Now, 
vhen the opportunity of reparation was past, he 
cursed his own unfeeling conduct, and declared 
that the recollection of a sister’s sufferings and death 

vould haunt him to his dying day Che shore was 
liligently searched for the body, but in vain ; and 
ina few months after a splendid monument ros 

to her memory in Philadelphia under the direction 
of her relatives. But the days and years passed on, 


that monument half hidden in tall g 





ss of the church 
ard, ceased notice ; the brother removed to thx 


south ; and the name of the unfortunate girl ceased 


to be spoken, as her virtues, her endurance, an 
her fate, ceased to be remembered. 
It is thus that time, in his triumphant course, 
j rostrates and obliterates the mutable associations 
of the 
) 


peaceiul ¢ 


world ; at one moment breaking in upon the 
rele of relatives and friends, and calling 
ne and another unexpectedly away,and then breath- 
ing upon the frail menuments of past affection and 
withering the flowers of memory. There is not a 
solitary grave but gives an example of the former ; 
nd but few, indeed, that do not bring forcibly to 
mind thé latter. 


We die and are forgotten. <A 


asigh, perbaps one pious ejaculation, or a pray- 





r, and the earth is shovelled in upon the coffin 
lil; the place of sepulture is left, and the letters 

it mark the spot are obliterated ; the once belov- 
ed form commingles with the dust, and if ever it 
oceupies one wandering thought, it is when we ap- 
proach the grave and contemplate the end of the 
journey of life. 

But this is a digression, and perhaps an improper 
one in this place. The footstep of a frequent visi- 
tant, indeed, was not seen among the green grass 
that surrounded the monument of M. but there was 
ene, who often thought of it, though far aw ay, in 
solitude and tears. It was a brother. 

When many years had been spent at a distance, 
he came once more to Philadelphia, to pay a last 
tribute of respect and love to her with whose death 
he still charged himself. 


Now, a man debilitated, 


THE LADIES 





by a staff, he walked in the grave yard, and knelt 
beside the mouldering monument. * While bending 
over it in silent devotion, alight step shook the 
weeds behind him, and turning, he beheld an inter- 
esting fe 





ale, leaning upon the arm of a gentleman, 
and who appeared to have broken in accidentally 





upon the hours of meditation. They asked pardon; 
I 2 I 





granted,” s 


*fah, it is he feeble man, *‘ tears 
shed on the mocument of a sister, have no claims 
The st Affected hi 


self to tears, the old man sobbed aloud. The w 


to secrecy.” ngers wept. 





known lady read the name upon the monument, 


and gazed upon the mourner’s face. ** Can this be 
Augustus Hampden—can this be my long lost bro- 


3 
ther she said, as she rea 





hed out her trembling 





’ 
hands “*T had one only sister,” said Augustus, 
“the name engraved upon this tomb was her's, 
and yet I see her image in vour face ; has the tomb 
returned its victim, or was lL deceived, and did th 
waves not indeed receive her ”” 

The history of that mon t, and the causes of 
that brother’s sor burst upon her. She remem- 
ered the shipwreck. She recollected cscaping 
from | oom, and to the sea side on the night it 
happened, where she found an exhausted seaman, 


who had been thrown there by the surges, and in 


him found her former |! 


band She call 


boat to N. \ 


ver, and her present hus 


1 to mi 





id their escape in a sail 


to avoid the arm of a brother, and at 


this moment, rich and honored, she presented him 





to Augustus Hlow vain is the impotent « vol 
of man to disunite hearts whom heaven has destin- 
ed for each ot r. iow mi spent he tears that 
How ines itly over events, however apparently 
melane ~ we all things are directed by th 
\ ot a pe ibove 
~~ 
Pik RENUNCIATION.—a taut 
Pie castle of La Fontaine was situated on the 





Rhine rhe entrances to it were defended bv a 
lie } } ] lon . } + 
qaitenh ana araw-bridge, which gave admission to a 
spacious court, overgrown with high grass, and 
led to the grand hall from which the apartments 
of the castle appeared. These gloomy rooms, 
lorned with magnificent furniture, gave decided 
proof of their antiqmity, and filled the mind with 


sensations of solemn awe, when viewing the fallen 
grandeur of departed opulence. The battlements 
appeared proudly to overlook theRhine, seeming to 
bid defiance to the ravages of time and the furv of 
storm ; 


while the hanging woods, of fir and pine, 


veiled its rugged walls from common observation 
Within the castle bloomed the beauteous and fair 

Antoinette, who was a pattern of female softness, 

delicacy, and goodness : love had not yet entered 


her youthful breast, and she knew no blessing so 
great as that of her father’s tenderness, end her sis- 
ter Clara’s friendship and esteem : sorrow had ne- 
ver held but a momentary hold on her heart 


the keenest ang 


» and 
ruish she had ever felt seized her on 
the death of Monsieur La Fontaine, her only sur- 
viving parent. 

Antoinette sought relief in never-ceasing tears — 
On the hanks of some wild and melancholy stream, 


with all the enthusiasm of grief, she would mourn 








her parent lost, and from that moment, took no de- 
’ 


{ light in her former sports, or hersister Clara’s frict 





but not by years, with a grey head, and supported 

















Happily a change soon appeared : | 
no longer flowed ; 


ship. ier tears 
nr whi 
for while she gazed on the « 


. i 


cessor to her father’s domains in silent admiration, 
the wounds her breast had received gradually h« al 
ed, and a thousand delicious sensations sw: ed hes 
tender heart 


The count d’Arville was verv vout eau 
tall, rraceful, and engaging: he had not vet lis 
i 
ed of his heart and thought ¢ lara and A net 
two very amiable and beautiful women. The spric} 


liness of the former charm« 


beauty of the latter called f 





but he had not yet decidk 
heart. 
Antoinette’s returning gaiety delight 


ble Clara, who lived | 


, dt} 


wamia 


mut in the happiness of her s 


te und to her smile was the highest gratifi 
trons erived, the company of the count excc} 

‘ D’Arville’s stay at the castle far exceeded th 
time he had at first proposed : yet he knew not how 
to tear himself from the enjoyment of the « ompany 
of the amiable ladies. Dissatified with himself f 
not knowing his own heart and quickly decidi 
which of the two held him in ch uins, he at lengt! 
prepared to probe the wound he had 

after mature examination, { L that 


eves of Clara had so instants tisk 


With this cons 


ction, he one da 


er, and opened to her the ts of | r 
ra blushed ith | ] lour, 

simila t ! { nt 

tures, and t | t of ( a thre 

liveliest ro tl ter of h 

pre pare d to « ry” Wi Ca h r} 

was her « eh \ ‘ 

nha ¢ han I i 

palenes n 1 witl , f 
next mol to 1} t ‘ 
ra 4 Ss Ht 

ul i t\ t ) a 

thev « ay surT < 
Reston ik ant os pee . 

sat by her side, mournfully gazing a cas 
ever and anon heaving a deep-drawn sig! Cla 
at length recovered from hie emotion andl, tak 
the hand of Antoinette, with an affectionate pressur 
asked if she found herself better. Her sister spok 


but the inquiry remained unanswered 


*Sueeess and welfare attend you, with the « 


ject of vour affections ; and may you, n vet 
Clara,’ said she ‘never know a moment’s s rv 
possessed of him.’ 

Clara appeared more and more surprised Ai 
toinette, aftera struggle with her feelings, thus ce 
tinued 

‘Go leave me now, sister, since I am quite well 
Seek the Count d’Arville : he, no doubt, misse 
your long absence from the castle—farewel!, happy 
( 9 

Her sister looked back with a lingering anxiety, 

i loss what to understand by her behaviour 


ind, when out of Antoinette’s sight, again burst 1 
LO Lears. 


Meanwlile the Count d’Arville was buried in re 
volving the past, and dw elling on the hopes the 


beauteous Clara had given him, till appearance of 


of lus thy hits srrupted them 

















sadenatiet sis 


meee 








— 











meee 





iS 














But, whe 
iva Tar 
inf * 
urcie Ww 
reat by ¢ 
ul 


$ ¢ 
( 
4 
a 
t } 
she 
\ my 


andein that moment, # first k 


etched of w 


30 nO long: 




















—Ah! if so 
ind, in a faint voic 
The Cou: 


liately y 


lancholy countenance 
v adorable Clara alre 
s she has given me 
. eee 
ed, indeed 
] at the retort 
, she did not as ye 
it r reply imm 
] 
ot Antr 
jected ; and, 
arch of the fa I 
scomposed, sittir 


Clara had left her 


. 1 but } 
hi ier hand 
( qu 
l ! isk 
t mom 
t ume 
+} t Y cP 
ul \ i 
AV OI 
\ ‘ 
iy ome, 
( nt, v 
Arville d 
rhood 
fore a | 
rtot 
Fh mt 
u tro ie 
u passion that h 
inow redu 
‘ vided betw 
d’Arville ? } 
An! wou i 
tt 
to h F 
vy char 
o hei 
HOO \ an 
AD Y T 
, ¢ 
Cl 
n \ 
fi $?>—You 
r Clara! with h 


omen 


my Antoinett 


*sindisposition, h 
king leav {Cla 
al He found he 
in an ar irint 


m ( le toa 
8 | Antoinette 
t fe s on 
gr Pray 
1 im avo too 
! 
I is ravings, 
l Hit » preved 
rtosucha ’ 
10 inch ¢ ty 
) ts hie 
f } 
i \ yuulcl, i 
t+ 
io iis, Siu 





ul 
Hused i 

+ | d up 

i 

po ie § ia 

own ] he said 

i 

wily ie most 
1" i 

arvall in make 


became alarmed at 


idy repent of the 


Tam | of it 


nisl 1.- 


_ THE LADIES’ GARLAND. 








**And can you make me such a sacrifice ”” 4s k 
ed Antoinette. “Ah! no, it must not be I y 
not rob vou of happiness ; for who is so deserv 


is my beauteous sister 





ite farewell of his fat] l 











» Who longed for the t 
when his son would bi set out from 
iis teau for the casth As he jor 

} neve towards it, his hxed ec 
tant \ n its nist ‘ livel 
very moment his cal he dwelt upon | 
‘ \ i pl asure, and ied most arcde nth 
4 1 to ¢ v then I! image of Antoinctt 
, t) ted itself 
‘VW tan ang countenance thought he 
\ ¢ what a form '— oh! h ve 
h t how transportir 
Ite telt at Ding at eart he | never 
} ] 1 ind f me t t t there 
was a Clara n vorld 
Wi i \ it t m Was t 
Clara Vv was eat at the it of her, I 
so t ia ling r ty ft I st 
Clara p ived it, tu told hin of h 
fortunat scaly at hi t ri eve 
\ t chang I \ talk 
| © Thank Heaven, s actuated 
isne had finis l \ of her i 
Phank Heay | well 
** Shall L bri her to yo isk Cla 
lra ig her penctratinge 4 
“< Al) | 1 { " l —h 
know 1 ‘ 
He stopt, « ist 
i Cla & t ismile, tet ’ t 
Ina few * 
teou valid; d’Arvil 1 ft t 
ind Antoinette, b t i fo tt 
Lh ead in th in of € tara 
‘Ah, Antoinet t ) 
s 1 last saw you I | 
not been exposed ” 
Ah, if L had lost , t th mh | 
ld have been lost t ’ 
He sunk at! fect anid, 
r ( it countless bu K A th 
b crowded o her fa ; sed ie | 
wept t did not withdraw h wd { a's | 
heart inded with joy. <S ined their h 
‘I sec how itis,’ she cried : ¢ ve love « Lot 4 
uid thus let me unite two grateful heart 


Ww months 


Were marricd 


Count never cea 


NUNG TATION 
— 
In Johnson’s Lift of Pope, he observes that every 
monumental inscription should be in Latin ; for that 
being ad. td language, it will alwavs / 


Clara tried every endeavor to overcome het 
’s objectior s, Wi ch, at ler rt proved effect l; 
3 | and she had t pleast of seeing Antoinette 
~ | gradually recover health from the h pe she ofte: 
tim el of loy ) x nearly extinguishes 
in heart, and t at. si could now bel Ag 
\ as her } 1 t it emotior 
In the meantime the Count had s en his sist 
Palmira’s happiness ratified by an un nm with t 
man of her choi 1d having taken an affect 
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MS OF T 
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HE FEMALES o GUAYAQ! 
stl Halt’s Journal 
SUrpri ad, on enteri +! 
















. Ol strong grass, dyed 
\ s! l fro her ft, wl hwa 
vi 
| S \ t others reelinin 
+! ! " ‘ ' ‘ i t,< Tl 
left ha ; 1 sc ‘ ruc] floor 
| that, | t 1, t \ reach it wit 
th ’ »ovVag ] ve mot to tl 
umn ! faimily « ted of no | 
: itio u rar th hy il fh 
l i k nded across cort 
ott n, tl ther seated anotl r, swingin 
from side, ith voung la » her daug! 
ters Une 1ol han ck attach: 1 to hook 
ul length of t) roor The whole part 
$\ away at stich aft rate, that, 
first, were nfounded and mad ldy by the 
t fy ns fer td ti We suc 
‘ 1, hae 1 maki ood o I ure to 
sofa at the furt} {th vom, thouch not \ 
( apy n ot being knocked by the 
way r! la s, y ‘ ura 1 
ul \ until t introduc ns had tak 
lace ! t hin floor th t} f 
‘ i iol ‘ sere "* +} ‘ 
: it 
j We ha ft thet } 
{ Gua i thad fancied it ist 
| 1 it I " l t} ‘ 
i ’ 
t t i 34 s clear in co AIO 
! , unlike the Spaniards also, 
of a colo rh } rart ta 
rarac i pre uty f } 
Gta uct ) a \ i i 
! t lLher ] $simac rm rely 1 
ith \ ith 
re =e 
rk] 
VARIETY. 
— — 
f / 1} \ more calculated 
t st uly fa ims ot youth 
i ! te 5 i ns ot 
l—and t ill t tand best a 
ft AN 
Ww t " ra ot t ' "- 
A ‘ sa i 
{ : terna 
i ) i Thature c ictoatu 
\ Ay t bet ! Ss ima 
wtuion ; >» and t yreathing fornis 
that wound themselve 
wound ou its, and became almost 1 ssary to 
( , t of old letters.- 
hey are the mem 1ent—the recor 
ofa —the s tireurh lt 
hose ] i s mm afar 1 ‘ 
n hallowed by the brother’s srasp, th t 
kiss, the father’s ble ssing, and the mother’s love 
When we look on them, the friends whom d ary 
seas and distant ues divide from us are again i 
our pres We see their cot 





















bear their , 
per has a tongue in every character it contains—a 
language in its very silentness. They speak to the 
souls of men like a voice from the grave, and are 
the links of that chain which connects with the 
hearts and sympathies of the living an evergreen 
remembrance of the dead. 

But there are other letters whose perusal makes 
us feel as if receding from the winter of the present 
tothe spring-time of the past. ‘These are from 
friends whom we have long known, and whose so- 
ciety we still enjoy. ‘There is a charm in contrast- 
ing the sentiments of their youth with those of a 
riper age: or rather, in tracing the course of their 
ideas and following them up to their full develope- 
mént : for it is scldom that the feelings we enter- 
tain in the early part of our lives entirely change— 
they merely expand, as the grown tree proceeds 


from the shoot, or the flower from the bud. We 





love to turn from the formalities and cold politeness 
of the world to the ‘Dear Tom,’ or ‘Dear Dick,’ | 
at the head of such letters. There is something 
touching about it ;—Something that awakens a 


It is shaking the | 


and by proxy—a vicarious ‘good morrow 
hand by ; ‘ good , 


friendly warmth in the heart. 


tut there are letters differing in character from 
all that I have mentioned—fragments saved from 
the wreck of early love—reliques of spirit-buoying 
hopes—remembrancers of joy. They perchanc¢ 
remind us that that love has set in tears—that those 
hopes were cruelly blighted—that our joy is fled 
forever. When we look on them we scem to feel 
that— 





No time 
Can ransom us from sorrow. 





We fancy ourselves the adopted of misery—Care’s 
lone inheritors The bloom has gone off from our 
lives 

en 

FIDELITY. 

The Romans besieged Grumentum, in 
Lucania; and when the city was reduced 
to the last extremity, two slaves escaped 
into the camp of the besiegers. Soon 
after the place was taken by storm, and 
plundered. The two slaves, at this time, 
ran to the house of their mistress, whom 
they seized with a kind of violence, and 
carried off, threatning her both with their 
words and gestures; and when they were 
asked, who she was? they answered, she 
was their mistress, and a most crucl mis- 
tress; upon whom they were going to 
take revenge for all the barivarous treat- 
ment they had suffered from her. In this 
manner they made her quit the city, and 
conveyed her to a safe retreat, where they 
concealed her with great care. Then, 
when the fury of the soldiery was over, 
and every thing quiet in the city, they 
brought her into it again, and obeyed her 

as before. She gave them their liberty, 

which was the greatest reward in her 
power to bestow; but certainly extreme- 
ly short of the favor she had received. 





OP The unavoidable absence of the Falitor, will, 
is hoped, excuse the delay of this number 


\t 


POETRY. | 


3 | 
FROM THE “ SKEPTICK,” BY MRS. HEMANS 


—_—___——_—_—_—— In the pride j 
Of youth and health, by sufferings yet untried, | 
We talk of death, as something which *twere sweet 
In glory’s arms exultingly to meet ; 

A closing triumph, a majestic scene, ; 

Where gazing nations watch the hero’s mien, 

As, undismay’d amidst the tears of all, 

He folds his mantle regally to fall. 

Hush, fond enthusiast !—still obscure and lone, 

Yet not less terrible because unknown, 

Is the last hour of thousands—they retir« 
From life’s throng’d path, unnoticed to exp 
As the light leaf, whose fall to ruin bears 
Some trembling insect’s litte world of cares, 
Descends in silence, while around waves on 
The mighty forest, reckless what is gone 

Such is man’s doom—and ere an hour be flown, 
Start not, thou trifler, such may be thy own!” 


. . . . 
Oh! what is nature’s strength ’—the vacant eve 
Ky mind deserted hath a dread reply, 
The wild delirious laughter of despair, 
The mirth of frenzy—seek an answer ther 
Turn not away, though pity’s cheek grow pale, 
Close not thine ear against their awful tale. 
They tell thee, reason wandering from the ray 
Of faith, the blazing pillar of her way, 
In the mid-darkness of the stormy wave, 
Forsook the struggling soul she could not save. | 
Weep not, sad moralist, o’er desert plains, 

Strew'd with the wrecks of grandcur—mouldering 

tances, ; } 

Arches of triumph, long with weeds o’ergrown, 
And regal cities, now the serpent’s own 

Earth has more awful ruins—one lost mind, 

Whose star is quench’d, hath lessons for mankind, 
Of deeper import than each prostrate dome } 
Mingling its marble with the dust of Rom 

. * . . ‘ 

Lift the dread veil no further! hide, oh, hid« 
The bleeding form, the couch of suicide— | 
The dagger grasp’d in death—the brow, the ev« 
Lifeless, yet stamp’d with rage and agony ; 

The soul’s dark traces left in many a line 

Grav’d on Aés mien, who died, and ** made no. sign 
H Approach not, gaze not, lest thy fever’d brain 
Too deep the image of despair retain. 

Angels of shumber !—o’er the midnight hour 
Let no such visions claim unhallow’d power, 
Lest the mind sink with terror, and above 

Sce but th’ Avenger’s arm, forget th’ Atoncr’s love 





—— 
} ON THE DEATH OF AN INFANT. 

* Suffer little children to come unto me, and for- 
bid them not ; 


ven.’—!| BIBLE. 


for of such is the kingdom of hea- 


How calm are thy slumbers, thou sweet little stran- 
rer, 
— of sorrow—regardless of danger ! 
iy mild spirit left thee as pure as it found thee, 
Ere the cold cares of life spread their darkness 
around thee ! 


Thy purity own’'d not this world of confusion, 
Its joys deign’d no relish for ** fancy’s illusion ;” 
Thine eve closed upon them, thy pilgrimage ended, 
Thy soul mounted upward, by angels attended. 


Sleep on, loyely cherub ! nomore shalt thou waken; | 
Thy body lies tenantless, cold and forsaken, 

No more shall the arms of a parent enfold thee— 
No more shall the eye of affection behold thee. 


Though now thy frail body in death is reclining, 
Thy bright, spotless spirit with angels is shining : 
For our Saviour to us anassurance has given, 
That “of such” as thou art, “tis the kingdom of | 
heaven.” VELASCO. | 





SONG—ny JOANNA BAILLIE. 


Ain—‘ Wood and married and a 
The bride she ts winsome and bonnie. 
Her hair it 1s snooded sae sleck, 
And faithful and kind is her Johnnie, 
Yet fast fa’ the tears on her cheek 
New pe arling's are cause o’ her sorroy 
New pearlings and plenishing to 
The bride that has a’to borrow, 
Has e’en right mickle ado. 
Woo’d and married and a’ 
Woo'd and married and 
And is na she very weel afi 
‘To be woo’d and married and 


Her mother then hastily spak :-— 

** The lassy is glaiket wi’ pr 
In my pouches I had naa pla 
} 


Che day that I was a bride 
E’en tak to your wheel and 
And draw cut vour thread in t 
Phe gear that is gifted, it neve: 
Will last lke the gear that is w 
Woo’d and ma 


‘Tocher and havings so sma’ 





land a’, 


I think ye are very weel aff, 


lo be woo'd and married and 

‘Toot, toot ! quo’ the grey-headed 

‘© She’s less of a bride than a bairn 
She’s ta’en like a cowt frae the hether, 


Wi’ sense and discretion to lear 
Half husband, I trow, and half daddy, 

As humour inconstantly leans ; 
A chiel n ‘ 
‘That yokes wi’ a mate in her teens 

Kerchief to cover sae neat 








: : 
aun be patient and steady 














Locks the winds used to bla 
I’m baith like to] lto ¢ t 
When I think o° he ata 
Phen out spak the wily bridegroom, 
Wee ] wale d were his wordies I we 
‘I’m rich though my coffer be toom, 
Wi’ the blinks o’ your bonny blu 
I’m prouder o’ thee by my sid 
Though thy ruth s or ribbons | 
Chan if Kate o’ the Craft were my bi 
Wi’ purples and pearlings anew 
Dea 1 dearest of ony 
Ye’ \ and bookit and a’ 
At i) think scorn 0’ r John 
And erievye to be married at qi? 
She turn’d, and she blush’d, and she sm 
And she lookit sae bashfully down ; 
Ih pi de o’ her heart was beguile d, 
And she played wi’ the sleeve o’ her 
She twirled the tag o’ her lace, 
. Ind she nippit the boddice sae blue, 


Syne blinkit sae sweet in her face, 
.dnd aff in a mawkin she flev 
Woo'd and married and a’, 
Married and carried awa’ 
She thinks hersel very weel aff, 
io be woo’d and married and a’.’ 





SONG 
Oh, not when other eyes may read 
My heart upon my cheek— 
Oh, not when other ears can hear, 
Dare | of love to speak ; 
But when the stars rise from the sea, 
Oh, then I think of thee, dear love ! 
Oh, then I think of thee 


When o’er the olives of the dell 
The silent moonlight falls, 
And upon the rose the dew 
tangs scented coronals, 
And buds close on the chesnut tree,—~ 
Oh, then I think of thee, dear love 
Obgithen I think of thee 
















Rear, 


a 





hat 


